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And called it Rugc-mouiH,at which name I darted, 

Becaufea Bard of /reland tol^ me once 
/(liouid not hue long after /faw Richmond. 

Bhc. My Lord. 

Kin*. Awhats a clocke? 

o ' 

Bhc. I am thus bold to put your grace in mindc 
Of what you promifdc me. 

King. f'FcIi, but whats a clockc.? 

Buc. y pon the drokc of ten. 

Ki -g. Well, let it drike. 

Bhc. Why let it di ike? 

King. Becaufe that like a Iacke thou keepft the firokc 
Betwixt thy begging and my meditation, 
lam notin the gluing vaine today. 

Bit?. Why then rwfoiu? #iic whether you will or no? 

K. Tut, tut, thou troubled- me, /am not in tiic vaine. Exit, 
Bhc /sir cucn fo .? rewards he my true feruice 
Withfuch deepecoRienipt,mide / him king for this.? 

Olct methfnkcon Ha dings, and begone 
To Bi ccnock, while my f careful I head is bn. Exit. 
Enter Sir Francis Tirrell . 

Tir. The tyrannous and bloudie deed is done, 

The mod aren-ad of pitteous malfacre. 

That eucr yec this land was guiltie of, 

Dighton and Forred whom /did fubborne 
To do this ruthful! peccecf butchery, 

Although they were flcflit villains. bioudy dogs. 

Melting with tenderneifeand kind compatriot!,’ 

Wept like two children in their deaths fad dories: 

Loe r bus quoth Dighton laie thofc tender babes , 

Thus thus quoth Forred girdling one another 
Within their innocent aLbiaderarmes, 

Their lips like foure redRofesona daike. 

Which in their fomiper beautie kid each other 
A bcokeof praiers on their pillow laie, * 

Which once quoth Foircftalmoft changd my mindc, 

But O the diud J there the viliaine dopr, 

Whild Digliton thus told on wefmothered 
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©fRichard the third. 

The mod rcplcnifhcd fweet worke of nature. 

That from the prime creation eucr lie frarodc, 

They could not fpeake,and fo / left them both, 

To bring this tydings to the bloudy king. 

Entering Richard* 

And here he come s. All hade my foueraigne liege. 

Kina. Kind Tirrelfam /happie.m thy newes .? 

Tirji to haue done the thing you gauc in charge 
Bcgetyourhappincife, be happie then, 
for it is done my Lord. 

King. But didd thou fee them dead? 

Hr. /did my Lord. 

King And buried gcntkTirrcII? 

Eir. The Chaplaine of the Tower hath buried them: 

But how or in whatpkcc/donotknow. 

King. Come to me Tirrell foone at after fupper, 

And thou (halt tell theprocede of their death, 

Meane time but thinke how / may do thcegood, 

And be inheritor of thy defire. Exit, Tirrell. 

Farewell till foone. * 

The fonne of Clarence haue /pent vp clofe, 

Hisdaughter meanly haucl matchtin marriage, 

The fonnes ofEdward fleepe in Abrahams bofome, 

And Anne my wife bath bid the world goodnight: 
Nowforlknow the B.ittainc Richmond aimes 
Atyong Elizabeth rry brothers daughter, 

And by that knot lookcs proudly ore thecrowne, 

To her I goe a.ioJIy thriuing wooer. Enter Cate shy. 

Cat. My Lord. 

King. Good newes or bad , that rhou corned in fo bluntly.? 

Cat. Bad newes my Lord, Ely is fled to Richmond, 

And Buckingham backt with the hardy Welchmen 
Is in the fic!d,and dill his power cncrcafeth. 

Ely with Richmond troubles me more nearc 
Then Buckingham and bis rafh Icuied arm y • 

Come, /haue heard that fearluil commenting, 

Is leaden fetuitor to dull delay, 

Delay leads impotent and lnaile-pac't beggery, 

J i Then 



